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THIS  SHIELD  is  offered  for  annual 
competition  among  the  Tuxis  Squares 
of  the  Province  of  Alberta,  and  is 
awarded  to  the  Square  making  the  best 
record  of  fourfold  development  in  the 
programme  of  Canadian  standard  efficiency 
training. 

The  name  of  Everett  B.  J.  Fallis  is 
proudly  associated  with  this  trophy  in  the 
hope  that  his  full-orbed  life  and  unstinted 
sacrifice  may  inspire  to  even  greater  achieve- 
ments  the   youth     of    this    great    Province. 


Ctoerett  popb  f  acton  Jfallts 


VERETT  BOYD  JACKSON  FALLIS  was  born  at  York,  on  the  Grand 
River,  Haldimand  County,  Canada,  Good  Friday,  April  3rd,  1896.  Son  of 
the  Rev.  Samuel  W.  Fallis,  D.D.,  and  heir  to  the  privileges  of  the  itinerant 
ministry,  his  education  was  secured,  as  that  of  most  ministers  children,  in  a 
great  number  of  places.  He  attended  the  public  schools  of  Woodstock, 
Hamilton  and  Toronto.  In  Toronto  he  was  graduated  into  the  Collegiate  Institute, 
attending  the  Jarvis  and  Oakwood  schools  of  that  city.  His  father  then  being 
called  to  Calgary,  he  entered  Mount  Royal  College.  He  had  matriculated  and 
was  taking  the  Normal  Course  at  the  Calgary  Normal  School  when  he  enlisted 
for   active   service. 

Everett   was   always   a   manly   and   robust   boy,    and   yet   he   was   ever  proud   of  what 
other  boys   sometimes   call   "being  tied  to   their   mother  s   apron   strings.  This    was   a 

happy  bondage  which  he  gloried  in,  for  she  is  a  real  boy  s  mother.  When  he  was 
away  from  home,  and  while  he  was  overseas,  he  never  failed  to  write  her  once  a 
week.  Mrs.  Fallis  bequeathed  to  her  son  a  rich  baritone  voice  and  much  musical 
ability,  and  also  gave  him  what  musical  training  he  received.  His  last  Sunday  in 
Canada  he  sang  a  solo  in  his  father's  old  church,  Yonge  Street,  Toronto  ;  he  was  in 
uniform  and  the  song  was  "My  Task."  When  he  had  finished,  the  congregation  broke 
out  into  spontaneous  and  hearty  applause,  an  unprecedent  thing,  and  what  ordinarily 
would  have  shocked  that  fine  old  conservative  congregation.  John  Macdonald,  Esq., 
writing  next  day  to  the  family,  says  :  "  He  has  a  splendid  voice  and  the  incident 
was  most  impressive."  His  mother  gave  him  a  little  Testament  when  he  went  away, 
which  she  marked.  This  he  always  carried  and  it  was  found  on  him  covered  with 
Flanders   mud.      Everett  was  a  boy's   boy   and   a   mother's   boy. 

Everett    enlisted  in    the   Cycle   Corps,     September,     1915,    and    took     his    training    at 
Niagara    and    Toronto   and    at    Chiseldon,    England,        There   he    was      drafted   into     the 


igara  anc 
102nd  Infantry  Battalion,  the 
North  British  Columbians, 
when  the  Cycle  Corps  was 
broken  up.  To  commemor- 
ate the  demise  of  their  old 
Corps  the  boys  broke  up  a 
bicycle,  laid  the  pieces  on 
a  stretcher,  and  with  priest, 
pall-bearers,         band  and 

mourners,  performed  the  last 
obsequies  of  what  they  jest- 
ingly called  "The  Cycle 
Corpse!  He  received  his  first 
baptism  of  blood  on  August  19. 
He      went      through      all     the 


Somme  fighting,  being  in 
almost  every  engagement, 
distinguishing  himself  by  his 
great  bravery  and  his  excep- 
tional services  to  his  battalion. 
Everett  rose  rapidly  from 
private  to  lance-corporal  and 
then  to  sergeant.  In  recogni- 
tion of  his  splendid  work  on 
the  Somme  he  was  given  his 
commission  on  the  field  of 
honor.  He  was  killed  by  a 
sniper  s  bullet  on  the  first 
day  of  the  battle  of  Vimy 
Ridge,  Easter  Monday,  April 
9th,    1917. 


EVERETT'S    FIRST    SWAGGER    STICK 


Etery  man  must  hate  his  chance.' 


&  Wtytt  Hmgfjt 


"I   would   be   true. 

For  there  are  those  that  trust    me  ; 
I    would    be    pure. 

For   there    are   those   who   care." 


NE  of  the  most  charming  romances  of  the  war  has  for  its  heroine  a 
beautiful  and  gracious  Sister  of  the  Order  of  St.  Dominic.  Her  real 
name  is  Olive  Katharine  Parr — Olive  for  "  peace"  and  Katharine  for 
"undenled.  She  is   also   a  well-known   writer  under    the      nom    de    plume 

Beatrice  Chase.  Once  again  she  was  fortunate  in  a  name,  for  Beatrice 
means  "conferrer  of  blessings."  Miss  Parr  conceived  the  idea  one  day  of  a  new 
order  of  chivalry  quite  different  from  any  other  ever  organized.  In  this  new 
chivalry  the  knights,  who  were  mostly  young  British  soldiers  in  the  Great  War, 
should  take  solemn  vows  of  reverence  for  womanhood  and  of  personal  purity.  This 
order  she   called   "The   White    Knights." 

The  White  Lady,  as  she  is  called  by  her  knights,  has  a  little  chapel  of  her  own 
on  Dartmoor,  a  place  of  perpetual  prayer.  And  here  is  a  little  Olive-Wood  Book,  the 
olive-wood  being  brought  from  Jerusalem,  a  cross  carved  on  the  front.  In  this  book 
are  written  the  names  of  the  knights,  irrespective  of  denomination,  who  promise  to  be 
clean.  This  Olive-Book  rests  on  a  crimson  rug  at  the  foot  of  the  altar.  When  a  knight  is 
killed  in  battle  she  writes  R.  I.  P.  {Rcquiescat  in  Pace,  or  Rest  in  Peace)  after  his 
name    and    then   transfers    it   to  the  Book   of  the   Dead. 

The  Book  of  the  Dead  is  a  beautiful  little  volume  with  tiny  gold  stars  on  the 
cover  and  with  pale  violet  leaves.  It  lies  day  and  night  hidden  behind  the  altar,  and 
for  those  -whose  names  appear  in  it  daily  remembrance  is  made.  There  is  no  age, 
no  address,  no  religion,  no  rank  ;  it  is  sufficient  that  each  lived  and  died  a  White 
Knight.      In   this   Book   of  the   Dead   is   written    the    name   of  Everett    Fallis. 

And  while  all  these  beautiful  young  White  Knights  lived  and  fought  the  enemies 
of  their  country,  and  of  purity,  prayer  was  offered  for  them  night  and  day,  that 
they  might  be  kept  clean.  Two  sisters  knelt  together  in  turn  under  the  ruby  lamp 
which  burned  in  the  little  chapel,  the  door  of  which  stood  always  open  in  the 
summer-time,  love-red  and  heart-shaped  petals  of  the  rambler  rose  drifting  in  all  day, 
even   as   far   as,  the    altar. 

Miss  Parr,  writing  to  Mrs.  Fallis,  said  :  "I  have 
entered  his  name  in  the  Book  of  the  Dead  which 
lies  behind  my  altar  in  my  little  white  chapel  here, 
so  every  day  his  white  soul  is  sharing  in  the  prayers 
and  the  daily  sacrifice  of  the  mass  which  is  offered  for 
all  whose   names   are   in   the    Book. 

"  I  do  feel  for  you — but  there  is  no  such  thing 
as  separation  to  those  who  love  and  the  boy  is  radiant 
and  glorious  for  ever  and  we  mustn  t  grieve  him  by 
fretting." 

Writing  to  Dr.  Fallis  she  said  :  "I  have  a  little 
snapshot  of  him  which  I  keep  in  the  Book  of  the  Dead. 
It  is  the  only  photograph  in  that  book  and  I  see  it 
every   time   I    enter   a  name. 

Everett,  writing  on  March  6th,  1917  (his  brother 
Harold's  birthday),  said:  "Do  you  know,  boy,  it  is 
hard  out  here  to  keep  straight,  and  harder  still  to 
keep  up  our  connection  with  religious  things.  Not 
that  one  really  wants  to  let  those  things  slip,  but 
you  are  so  little  in  contact  with  that  side  of  our  old 
life  that  it  seems  to  fust  fade  out.  There  are  some 
evils  of  this  life  that  most  men  can  avoid  if  they 
are  so  inclined,  and  my  past  life  and  training  have 
set  me  in  those  lines."  Lieut.  Everett  Fallis,  a  White 
Knight,  kept  to  the  end  his  vow  in  the  new  chivalry 
— "I  promise,  with  the  help  of  God,  to  be  true  to 
honor. 

EVERETT    IN 
HIS    DINGHY 


DARTMOOR 
CHAPEL 


"He   increased    in   favor   with   God. 


Nanette 


HAT  while  laying  down  his  life,  he  lias  been 
recommended  for  the  V.C.,  nis  stainless  Christian 
character,  his  bravery  in  the  great  attack  of 
Vimy  Ridge  .  .  .  is  a  story  that  will  live 
in  history,  and  fills  us  with  supreme  admira- 
tion   for    his  wonderful  courage  in  action." 


"I  just  want  to  tell  you  of  his  stainless  character,  his 
radiant  unselfishness  and  of  the  perfection  of  his  young 
Christian  life." — Capt.  Jac\  Beaton. 

*  xou  have  lost  as  fine  a  son  as  any  mother  ever  reared, 
and  I  know  of  no  better  man  that  I  have  had  the  acquaintance  of 
than    your    dear    son." — Capt.  J.  A.  Kirkpatrick,   Paymaster,   102nd. 

One  says,  "  He  sure  was  a  fine  boy,"and  I  know  that 
behind  this  statement,  written   in   the   front 
^  ^        trenches,  was   a  depth     of    feeling. 
^f^ff"  Another    says,   "You've   all  heard 

that  Everett  Fallis  has  been  killed. 
Everett  has  been  the  truest  representative  of 
Canadian  manhood.  I  understand  his  folks  are  to  be  awarded  a  posthumous  V.C. 
You  could  do  no  better  than  to  have  his  picture  framed  and  placed  in  the  boys' 
department  as  an  example  of  a  boy  who,  though  tempted  and  tried  as  only  the  army  can 
try  you,  as  was  said  of  Wellington,  he  stood  four-square.  He  was  a  Christian  soldier 
as  well  as  a  brave  warrior." — Mr.  J.  M.  Sharpe,  Y.M.C.A.  Secretary ,  Calgary. 
"We  have  lost  a  fine  soldier." — Harold  Broad,    a  Calgary  Comrade. 


at   seems  to  me   the   saddest   of  all. 


aptentta 


"And   he   increased   in   wisdc 


"Help  us,  day  by  day,  to  bring  into  practice  increasingly  all 
the  great  truths  of  Thy  word,  and  to  do  all  the  things  which 
we  know,  that  we  may  enjoy  the  happiness  of  those  who  thus 
make     their     creed     into     conduct.  Through     Jesus     Christ     our 

Lord.     Amen." — Extract  from  a  prayer  found  on  him. 

Speaking  of  his  death,  his  father  said  :  "He  was  really  the  only  chum  I  ever  had. 
Ours  was  a  comradeship  which  began  at  his  very  birth  on  Good  Friday,  April  3rd, 
1896,  and  which  in  its  earthly  manifestation  terminated  twenty-one  years  later,  on  Easter 
Monday,  April  9th,  1917.  He  had  a  vision  for  the  future  of  the  Church  and  the 
world  that  was  unusual  m  one  cf  his  age,  and  I  have  always  thought  of  him  as 
carrying  on  my   work,  if  not  in  the    ministry,    at  least  somewhere. 

I  had  many  opportunities  of  keeping  in  touch  with  Everett  during  almost 
the  entire  time  he  spent  overseas  and  found  him  true  to  the  last  to  the  ideals 
of  Jesus  Christ  and  as  deeply  concerned  about  the  highest  welfare  of  his  com- 
panions   as    he   was    as      a    boy   in   Toronto. 

At  Bramshott  Camp  his  tent  was  just  across  the  road  from  my  hut  ;  we 
sailed  to  France  together  in  August,  1916  ;  I  saw  much  of  him  at  the  Ypres  salient  and 
on  the  Somme  ;  after  his  return  from  his 
Officers'  Training  course  we  were  billeted 
for  a  week  together  in  the  little  village 
of  Bovigny,  and  here  we  had  opportunity 
for  real  Christian  fellowship.  It  was  from 
Bovigny  that  we  both  left  for  Vimy  Ridge, 
to  serve  as  we  could  in  the  great  attack 
and  from  which  he  did  not  return.  It  is  a 
great  satisfaction  to  know  that  he  stood 
the  'acid  test  of  character'  and  died  as 
one    of  God's     noblemen." — Wallace    Forgit. 

"Everett     Fallis      was      a     prince.  So 

wrote     Roy   Belford,    a    comrade     in     arms. 
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"Man  am   I    grown, 
A    man   s    work    must   I   do  ; 

Follow  the   Christ,    the   King  ; 
Live   pure,    speak    true,   right   wrong. 

Follow  the    King, 

Else    wherefore    torn? 

VERETT  FALLIS  had  risen  rapidly  from  private  and  corporal  to  sergeant, 
when,  for  his  magnificent  work  on  the  Somme,  he  was  given  his  com- 
mission on  the  field.  He  had  just  returned  from  receiving  special 
training  when  he  learned  that  the  Vimy  Ridge  engagement  was  to  be 
undertaken.  One  of  his  comrades  remarked  that  he  did  not  even  take 
time  to  eat,  but  started  off  for  his  battalion,  so  eager  was  he  to  be  in  the  battle.  His 
Commanding  Officer,  Lieut. -Colonel  J.  W.  Warden,  writes  :  "On  that  occasion  his 
gallantry  was  deserving  of  the  highest  award  and  if  he  had  lived  he  certainly  would 
have  received  a  decoration.  Brother  officers  unanimously  concur  in  this,  and  freely 
state  that  had  he  lived,  Everett  would  have  received  the  Victoria  Cross,  the  highest 
award  for  gallantry  in  the  British  army.  One  writes,  "The  battalion  is  ringing  with 
references   to   him. 

At  7.40  on  the  morning  of  April  9th,  1917,  Lieut.  Everett  B.  J.  Fallis,  who  was 
Battalion  Scout  Officer,  was  sent  to  report  on  the  consolidation  of  the  positions 
already  won  by  the  battalion.  Upon  his  arrival  in  the  front  line,  says  the  offic.al 
report,  he  found  that  all  the  officers  of  his  battalion  had  become  casualties  and  he 
immediately  assumed  command.  He  was  also  virtually  in  command  of  the  battalion 
on  the  left,  which  was  in  a  similar  predicament.  A  soldier  writing  of  this  said  : 
"He  was  a  fine  officer  and  got  us  all  out  of  many  a  tight  corner  by  his  very 
daring,  and  when  dangerous  work  was  to  be  done  he  did  not  call  for  volunteers  to  do 
it  ;   he   asked   for   one   or  two   volunteers   to   go  with   him. 

By  his  resourcefulness,  bravery  and  initiative  he  won  the  objective  and  consoli- 
dated all  gains  under  the  most  trying  circumstances.  "His  conduct  during  the  whole 
was   exemplary,    and    he    showed   an    absolute  lack    of    fear.  He    was   in   command   of 

the  two  battalions  from  7.40  a.m.  until  5  p.m.  Stepping  upon  a  firing  platform  to  make 
some  further  reconnaissance,  he  ■was  shot  through  the  head  by  a  German  sniper, 
death  being  instantaneous.  His  body  was  brought  out  later,  and  buried  in  the  Military 
Cemetery  at  Villiers-au-Bois,  and  almost  under  the  shadow  of  a  great  chateau  where 
he  had  lived  a  short  time  while  in  rest.  There  is  a  cross  at  the  head  of  his  grave  and 
on  it  is  inscribed  :  "  In  Loving  Memory  of  Lieut.  Everett  B.  J.  Fallis,  102nd  Battalion, 
Canadians,   Killed   in  action   April  9th,    1917.'" 

HEADQUARTERS    REPORT 

''On   the    morning   of    April    9th,    1917,   this     Officer,    who   was   the   Battalion   Scout 
Officer,   was   sent   up   to   report   on   the   consolidation   of  the    positions   already  won   by 
the   Battalion.        This   was   at   7.40   a.m.      On   arrival  on   the   front  line    he   found 
that   all  Officers   had   become   casualties    and   he   immediately 
assumed   command  ;   at   about   5    p.m.    he   was   struck 
on  the    head  by  a  snipers   bullet,   death 
being     instantaneous.      His   body 
was     brought     out     later  and 
buried  in  the  Military  Ceme- 
tery at    Villiers-au-Bois." 
(Signed)  J.  L.  Lloyd, 
Capt.  and  Adj'nt  for  Commanding 
Officer,  102nd  Battalion. 
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VERETT  FALLIS  willingly  chose  for  himself  tKe  four-square  plan  as  best 
suited  to  develop  all  his  latent  powers.  He  subjected  himself  to  this 
all-round  discipline  until  it  became  a  habit  of  his  life.  He  insisted  upon 
being  efficient  mentally  and  made  a  success  of  his  school  opportunities. 
He  insisted  upon  being  efficient  spiritually  and  carried  his  religion  into 
every  department  of  his  life,  as  the  most  natural  thing  in  all  the  world.  He  insisted 
upon  being  efficient  socially,  and  carried  his  friendship  for  individuals  over  into  service 
for  the  community.  He  insisted  upon  having  a  strong,  clean  body,  as  the  disciplined 
and    adequate   instrument  of   his   will. 

The  Seal  placed  on  the  cover  of  this  Booklet  seems  to  sum  up  just  what  he  set  out 
to  do,  and  did  do.  There  is  St.  Cuthbert,  student  of  the  Venerable  Bede,  the  first 
great  English  scholar,  writing  words  of  wisdom  from  bis  masters  lips.  There  is 
Pheidippides,  who  brought  the  news  of  the  battle  of  Marathon,  490  B.C.,  to  Athens. 
"  Rejoice,  we  win,  he  gasped,  and  passed  away.  There  is  the  knight  keeping 
his  vigil  before  the  altar  until  sunrise,  the  cross  of  his  sword  held  before  his 
earnest  eyes,  that  God  may  bless  his  crusade  against  the  powers  of  evil.  And 
there  is  Sir  Galahad,  Knight  of  King  Arthurs  Round  Table,  pressing  on  to  grasp 
the  Holy  Grail,  shattering  evil  customs,  inspiring  comradeship,  with  these  words  ever 
on  his  lips,  "If  I  lose  myself  I  save  myself."  And  over  all  there  is  the  great  X 
which   stands   for  Christ.      Body,   Mind,   Spirit  and    Friendships   for  Christ  ! 

In  addition  to  his  rapid  advance  through  successive  schools,  attesting  bis 
ability  as  a  student,  Everett  was  also  an  all-round  boy.  There  was  no  form  of  sport 
in      which    he      did    not    participate    and    excel.  His     parents    have,    to    freshen     their 

remembrance,  scores  of  pictures  of  Everett  in  his  favorite  pastimes,  swimming, 
cycling,  motoring,  sailing,  football.  In  all  these  he  was  a  natural  leader,  for 
which  he  was  particularly  well  qualified  by  his  quick  mind,  his  eager  sympathies, 
well-knit,  tingling,  healthy  body,  that  touch  of  personal  magnetism  which  won  friends 
and  a  strong,  clean  character  which  developed  trust  and  held  friends.  While  in 
Toronto   he   was    an   officer  in   the  Cadet   Corps. 

Every  summer  he  went  with  his  parents,  brothers  and  sisters  to  their  summer 
home,  "Corrymeela,"  on  Glengarry  Island,  Bala  Falls,  Muskoka.  Here  he  revelled  in 
all  the  activities  of  camp  life,  in  swimming,  sailing,  craftsmanship,  making  a  launch 
with    his   father,   building   wharves,   partner   in   work   and   leader   in   play. 


Everett  was  interested  in  boy's  work,  from  the  age  of  fifteen,  chiefly  through  the 
inspiration  of  Mr.  Wallace  Forgie,  who  became  his  ideal  and  his  intimate  friend.  He 
was  a  delegate  to  several  Boys'  Work  Conferences  in  Ontario,  and  soon  became  a 
leader  in  the  work.  One  of  the  successful  bits  of  work  he  accomplished  was  the 
organization  of  the  young  men  in  Calgary  for  the  prohi- 
bition campaign  which  resulted  in  a  "dry  vote,  the 
first  province  in  the  Dominion.  He  was 
also  president  of  a  Young  Men's  Bible- 
Class  of  thirty  members,  called  "The 
Anti-Knockers,"  which  ceased  to 
exist  when  the  president  and  the 
members  enlisted,  severalof  whom 
made    the    supreme   sacrifice. 
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name     that     will     shine     with     lustre     on   the  records  of 
already  distinguished   by  the    achievements  of  our  boys 


IMY  RIDGE  is  -. 

Canadian  valor 

at  Ypres,  St.  Julien,  Langemarcq,  Zillebeke,  St.  Eloi,  Courcelette  and 
other  places.  It  is  more  than  the  name  of  a  great  engagement,  in 
which  Canadians  won  a  notable  victory.  It  marks  a  new  epoch  ;  let  us 
hope,  the  beginning  of  the  end  of  this  terrible  war.  The  tremendous 
blow  struck  at  Vimy  Ridge  was  really  the  beginning  of  this  year's 
Anglo-French  offensive,  the  preliminary  to  what  is  believed  to  be  the  Allies'  supreme 
effort  on  the  western  front.  That  the  Canadians  were  chosen  for  so  important  a 
piece  of  work  as  the  storming  in  a  fi-ontal  attack  of  a  position  that  had  withstood 
tremendous  assaults  from  the  brilliant  Foch,  and  also  from  the  British  commanders, 
speaks  eloquently  of  the  high  estimation  in  which  they  were  held  by  the  British  staff. 
That  this   confidence   was   well  placed   the   siory  of  the    work  of  April  9th   testifies. 

"Artillery  fire  of  unprecedented  fury,  of  course,  prepared  the  way  for  the  victorious 
advance  ;  but  the  big  guns  only  opened  the  gap.  As  they  streamed  through,  the 
Canadians  were  confronted  by  a  task  that  would  have  tried  the  skill  and  courage  of 
the  finest  of  troops.  For  they  were  opposed  by  Germany's  best.  But  the  boys 
from  the  Dominion,  as  rugged  as  nature  anywhere  produces,  and  impelled  by  a  spirit 
that  has  never  been  broken,  were  equal  to  the  task.  They  did  what  to  Germany 
seemed  to  be  impossible,  and  in  so  doing  set  a  splendid  example  for  the  remainder 
of  the   British    forces. 

"The  price  was  heavy,  it  is  true — heavier  than  we  could  have  desired.  But  since 
such  has  to  be  paid,  the  price  was  well  worth  it.  Vimy  Ridge  and  its  heroes  will 
never  pass  from  the  pages  of  Canadian  history,  from  the  annals  of  the  British  Em- 
pire, or  even  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  race.  It  cannot.  For  after  Father  Time  has  finished 
sifting  the  records  of  a  nation,  what  is  there  left  beside  the  achievements  of  those 
who  have  died  in  its  defence,  or  in  the  defence  of  a  great  cause,  for  which  the  nation 
has  stood  ?  Compared  with  these  the  story  of  its  great  bankers,  its  merchant  princes 
and  captains  of  industry  generally,  is  soon  forgotten.  These  lived  to  get,  whereas  the 
heroes   died    to   give. 

"The  question  is  sometimes  asked,  'Will  Canada  be  a  great  nation  ?'  With  such 
seed  as  this  it  cannot  but  be  great.  Whether  it  becomes  known  as  the  land  of  in- 
dustrial magnates  and  men  of  princely  fortunes  is  of  little  account.  But  it  will  be 
known  as  the  abode  of  a  race  which,  at  the  call  of  duty,  sent  half  a  million  men 
across  the  seas  to  battle  for  liberty,  thousands  of  whom,  in  a  foreign  land,  laid  down 
their  lives   in   its  defence.      Such   are   the   great   of   history. 

"In  every  school  in  this  broad  Dominion,  in  every  Canadian  household  where 
there  are  young  children,  the  accounts  of  the  taking  of  Vimy  Ridge  ought  to  be  read 
aloud  ,  .  .  .  A  hundred  years  hence,  and  for  ages  beyond,  the  school-book  narratives  of 
this  exploit  of  arms  will  produce  a  glow  of  native  pride  in  the  mighty  nation  Canada 
will  then  be." — The  Mail  and  Empire,  April  12,  1917. 

"  So  to-day  began  another  titantic  conflict,  which  the  world  will  hold  its  breath 
to  watch  because  of  all  that  hangs  upon  it.  I  have  seen  the  fury  of  this  beginning, 
and   all  the   sky     is    on    fire    with    it.        It    is    the    most    tragic    and    frightful    sight    that 

men   have   ever  seen In  the  little   villages  behind  the   battle-lines,  the  bells  of  the 

French  churches  were  ringing  gladly  because  the  Lord  was  risen,  and  on  the  altar 
steps  priests  were  reciting  the  splendid  words  of  faith,  "Resurrexi  et  ad  hoc  tecum 
sum.        Alleluia!"    (I   am   risen,    and  I   am  with   thee  always.      Alleluia!) — Sir  Philip  Gibbs. 

"  The  Canadian  Corps  was  given  the  place  of  honor  in  the  great 
event,  being  strongly  supported  by  some  of  the  most  famous  British 
formations  ....  On  Monday  morning  came  the  supreme  moment,  that 
in   which  our  infantry  was  called  upon  to  go  out    and    reap     the    fruit  of 

months  of  preparation The  battle  of  Arras  is  the  greatest  victory  we 

have  gained  in  this  war  and  is  a  staggering  blow  to  the   enemy It 

is  a  black  day  for  the  German  armies,  and  for  the  German  women 
who  do  not  yet  know  what  it  means  to  them  ....  So  there  is  removed 
from  our  path  the  great  barrier  for  which  the  French  and  ourselves 
fought  through  bloody  years  .  .  .  Yesterday  I  saw  this  Ridge  (Vimy)  all 
on  fire  with  the  light  of  a  great  gun  fire.  .  .  .  This  morning  the  scene 
\  was   changed    as   by   a    miracle  ....   Snow    was    falling  ....  and  the 

■%  Ridge    itself,     patched    with    a   snowdrift,   was   as  quiet     as    any   hill 

^^  of   peace." — Stewart  Lyon,   Official  Canadian  Correspondent,  nou)  Editor, 

^^  The  Globe,   Toronto. 

1 


EVERETT 

IN 

CAMP 


HI  &prtg  of  €berla£tmg£ 

VERETT  FALLIS  was  a  four-square  boy  and  young  man. 
His  splendid  training  and  his  wonderful  discipline  made  mm 
unconsciously  do  the  right  thing.  Three  incidents  which 
illustrate  this  truth  will  for  ever  linger  in  the  memories  of 
those  who  knew,  as  everlasting  flowers  whose  beauty  time 
cannot  change. 

WHEN  a  group  of  members  of  his  Bible  Class  and  some  of  bis  classmates 
enlisted  in  August,  1915,  be  felt  tbat  be,  too,  ought  to  go.  However,  be  decided 
tbat,  since  bis  fatber  was  in  tbe  East,  and  as  be  did  not  wish  to  place  tbe 
terrible  responsibility  of  deciding  upon  bis  motber,  be  sbould  wait  for  bis  fatber  s 
return.  In  tbe  meantime  bis  cbums  bad  gone.  In  September  tbe  fatber  of  one  of 
tbese  boys  died,  making  it  necessary  for  tbe  son  to  ask  for  bis  discbarge.  Everett 
came  in  from  scbool  tbat  nigbt,  went  directly  to  bis  fatber  and  said  :  "  Father,  I 
would  like  to  volunteer  to  release  Bill."  His  fatber,  speaking  long  afterwards,  said  : 
"It  was,  I  tbink,  tbe  most  trying  moment  of  my  life.  I  felt  as  if  I  were  taking  bis 
arms  from  about  my  neck  and  pusbing  bim  into  an  Inferno.  But  I  said,  "All  rigbt, 
son,  if  you  feel  you  ougbt  you  bad  better  telegrapb  tbe  commanding  officer.  Tbis  be 
did  and  in  anotber  tbree  days  was  on  bis  way  to  Niagara  for  bis  training.  Bill  enlisted 
again  as  soon  as  family  matters  permitted,  served  witb  distinction  in  France,  was 
severely  wounded,   invalided  borne,  and  is  now  a  valued  secretary  of  tbe  Y.M.C.A. 

WHILE  in  training  later  at  Toronto  some  friend  of  tbe  Corps  gave  a  com- 
plimentary dinner  and  tbeatre  party  to  tbe  Cyclists,  Wben  Everett  discovered 
it  was  to  tbe  Gayety,  a  vaudeville  tbeatre,  be  went  to  bis  lieutenant 
and  requested  tbat  be  migbt  be  excused,  giving  as  bis  reason  tbat  be  did  not  care  for 
tbat  sort  of  entertainment.  Tbe  lieutenant  took  tbe  matter  up  witb  tbe  captain,  wbo 
next  morning  paraded  tbe  Corps  and  told  tbe  men  wbat  bad  been  reported  to  bim. 
He  tben  asked  any  wbo  did  not  wisb  to  attend  tbe  tbeatre  party  to  step 
out  of  tbe  ranks.  Everett  stepped  out.  Tbe  captain  tben  sarcastically  enquired 
bis  reasons,  to  wbicb  Everett  replied  tbat  since  be  bad  never  gone  to  sucb  places 
of  bis  own  volition,  be  did  not  care  to  be  compelled  to  go,  and  furtbermore  tbat 
be  could  not  see  tbat  it  was  a  matter  of  military  necessity.  Tbe  captain  tben  gave 
bim  bis  cboice  of  eitber  parading  witb  tbe  Corps  or  going  on  guard.  Everett  s  reply 
was,    "  If  tbat   is   tbe   best    you   can  do,    sir,   I   will   go  on    guard." 


THE  following    touching  incident     is   related   by   Private      J.    R.    Orrick,    Youngstown, 
Alberta,    wbo,    upon   bis   return  to  Canada,    visited     tbe    Central    Metbodist   Cburcb 
Parsonage,      Calgary,      to       see     tbe     parents      of       tbe        young      officer     wbo      bad 
befriended  bim   :         Tbe   afternoon   of  tbat    first    feverish    and   intense  day  of  Vimy  Ridge 
tbe    young  lieutenant,   to  whom   bad     fallen    tbe     responsibility   of  leading    bis    own   and 
anotber   battalion  when   all  their  officers  were   casualties,   was   coming     hurriedly     along 
the     lines.        The     objective     bad     been     obtained     and     now     they      were     consolidating 
their  gains.      Everything  depended  upon  his   bravery,  resourcefulness, 
and   inspiration.        Presently   he    heard    someone   moaning  out   in   the 
open.        Oblivious    of    danger     be    went    out,     and    there    found     Pte. 
Orrick,   who  had   been   shot  through   the   back    and    whose    arm   was 
terribly  shattered.      Orrick  thought  that  there  was   no  possible  chance 
for   his  recovery,    and,  solicitous    for    the    young    officer,    begged   him 
to    get    under    cover.        "You    can    do    nothing    for    me    and    you    are 
needlessly    risking    your    life,"      The     young     officer    replied,     "Every 
man     must    have    his      chance."         He      immediately      secured      help, 
carried    Orrick    in,     gave     him   first    aid     and    held    bim    in    bis    arms 
while       a       shelf      was       made       for       his       patient.  Everett       then 

hurried  on.  In  another  hour  the  report  was  carried  back  that 
the  dauntless  spirit  that  had  commanded  and  cheered  bis  men  to 
victory,  that  had  attended  to  every  detail  in  securing  for  them 
safety  and  comfort  and  that  had  joyously  shared  every  hardship 
and  danger  as  if  he  were  both  invincible  and  invulnerable — that 
Everett  Fallis  had  been  killed.  It  was  fitting  that  the  day  should 
have  been  Easter  Monday,  for  be  who  was  triumphant  in  his  life 
was    even   more   triumphant   in    his    death. 
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IEUT.  EVERETT  B.  J.  TJ^LlS  was  laid  to  rest  in  tlie  Military 
Cemetery  at  Vuliers-au-Bois,  together  with  many  members  of  his  bat- 
talion. He  lies  among  scenes  recalling  happy  circumstances  of  his 
life,  and  above  all,  only  a  short  distance  from  the  scene  of  his  supreme 
sacrifice — Vimy  Ridge.  Lieut.  Fallis  deserved — and  would  have  received 
had  he  lived — the  highest  military  honors  :  but  he  did  win  that  cross  of  wood  which 
is  nobler  far  than  any  order  of  earthly  merit,  and  which  stands  as  a  plain  but 
eternal     symbol   of  a    great,    willing   self-sacrifice.       He    was    a    happy    warrior,   one 

"Who   if  he    be    called    upon    to    face 
Some  awful  moment  to  which  Heaven   has  joined 
Great  issues,  good   or  bad,  for  human   kind. 
Is    happy   as    a  lover,  and  is    attired 
With    sudden  brightness  like    a  man  inspired." 

Villiers-au-Bois  might  well  be  called  a  little  "City  of  God,"  for  all  its  citizens  died 
in  devotion  to  a  great  faith.  It  is  holy  ground  and  in  a  very  real  sense  it  is  Canadian 
soil.      The    well-known   lines  may    be  fittingly   amended   to    read   : 

"If  I    should    die,    think  only  this  of  me  : 
That   there's    some  corner  of  a  foreign  field 
That   is   for  ever   Canada." 


n  there's;  but  0nt  Wup  " 


HERE'S  just  one  gift 
One  gift  that  men 
Unless  we,  too,  can 
Of  sacrifice  ;  die  L# 


Die  to  the  littl. 
Die  to  the  old  ignoble 

Die  to  the  base 
And  rise  again,  like 


that  all  our  dead  desire, 
1  can  give,  and  that's  a  dream 
burn  with  that  same  nre 
to  the  things  that  seem  ; 

hatreds  ;  /die  to   greed  ; 
selves  :we  knew; 
doatempt*  of  sect  and  creed 
these,  with  souls  as  true. 


Nay  (since  they  died  before* 
Attempt  new  heights,  brings 
Build  us  that  better  world 
By  one  true  splendour  that    S 

And    that  s     not    done     by 
1  here  s  but  one  way. 


their  task  was   finished), 
evert  their   dreams  to     birth  ; 
Oh,   not  diminished 
they  planned  on  earth. 

'    sword,  or   tongue,  or  pen — 
Gcid  make  us  better  men. 
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THE  CENOTAPH   RAISED  TO  THE   EMPIRE'S  DEAD 


Written  by  Alfred  Noyes  for  the  wreath  which 

Lady  Limerick  placed  on  the 

Cenotaph  on  Armistice 

Day,  1921. 


He  peat  fflt  Home 

By   Strickland    Gillilan 


HEN  for  a  little  walk  we  went. 
On   errand  or  on  pleasure  bent. 
As  we  drew  near  our  vine-clad  gate. 
My  always-present  walking  mate 
Would  slip  his  chub  by  hand  from  mine 
And,  toddling  on  past  shrub  and  vine, 
Would   turn   and   say,   with    baby  wit, 
'"' I   beat    oo   home,   a     lttle    bit/'' 

God   was   so   good   to   him    and    me 

As  to   permit  our  lives  to   be 

Like  those  of   two   frank,   boyhood   chums 

Together   solving  life's  hard   sums. 

I,   as  the   elder,   sometimes  knew 

Where  in  his  path  lay  bog  or  slough 

So   I   might   point  it  out  in    time 

To    save    him   from   the   fall    and    grime. 

*To-day   some  kind  friends  came  and  spoke 
Gently  to  me.       And   then    awoke 
A   slumbering   memory  of  Then  : 
I   dreamed  he  was  a  babe    again  ; 
That  he   before  my  feet    had   sped 
To  reach  our  door  a   step  ahead — 
Through   trembling  lips   I   whisper  it, 
kV  He    beat  me    home — a  little    bit. 

*  April  16th,  1917. 
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